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The World of Foreign Books

JUGO-SLAV LITERATURE Surveyed by 1. M. PETROVITCH.

UT of the overturn brought about
by the world war the Jugo-Slavs

O finally emerge and for the first

time In history, as a united nation, OK
historic errors, dead traditions, false ideals,
have gone to the museums or scrap heap—
the proper place for them. In literature
new .authors have appeared with much
broader and more human sentiments and
understanding and belonging not to some
special province but to the whole nation.
Such as they are, our new men are rais-
ing Jugo-Slav literature to a much higher
level—to the level, indeed, of other great
national literatures.

The world war closed whole periods in
the urts of many great nations. It ended or
brought to a minimum the creative work
of many well known writers, such, for ex-
ample, as Kipling, Hauptmann, Maxim
Gorky, Merejshkoveky, D'Annunzio, Mae-
terlinck. Our former literary gianis are
nowndiys most often writing memoirs or
political pamgphlets, broeding over the
heaps of their broken ideals and destroyed
illusions, It seems as if they were feel-
ing the necessity for an apology to human-
ity.

The same thing has happened also with
most of the Jugo-8lav writers, formerly
prominent,
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To-day one rarely meets in the paxenl
of current Serbian magazines the names
of those who dominated litérary taste be- |
fore 1914. One gets the impression that |
we¢ are removed from that fatal date by
a whole century, not by just a few short
vears. And they were not old men, those
who were writing in 1912, 1913 and 1914!!
Many of them, even, were in the prime of |
their youth, But half of them, and per-|
haps more, were devoured by the wa.r:‘
and the others have mostly ceased to|
write. So Milutin Uskokovitch, author of
peychological and sociological novels and
short stories (m pupil of the French
school), in sorrow over the defeat of the
Serblan army, committed suiclde In 1815,
V. Petkoviteh-Digs, one of the best poets|
of the group of Belgrade decadents, was a |
vietim of submarine warfare. Milutin |
Boytch, a young student, and a writer of
passionate Sapphic sonnets, died in a gray
and prosgiec hospital for refugees In
Salonikl,

As for those who are still alive, Borisav |
Stankoviteh, a novelist of very vigorous|
and original talent, with an Oriental t&m-i
perament and a southern joie de vivre
mixed with deep yearnings of youth, to-
day Is no longer writing, Duchitch and
Rakitch, two of our best Parnasslans,
whose literary dogmas were long the un-
written law of Serbian poetry, are now me-
andering about the world as members of
the Jugo-Slay diplomatic corps. The diplo-
matic service in Jugo-Slavia sometimes of-
fers sinecures for writers who have already
won a certain literary reputation, and at
the same time are in favor with the gov-
erning powers. Hesides Duchitch and
Rakitch, we may here mention Tresitch-
Pavichiteh (now head of the Jugo-Slay Le-
gation in Washington), Branko Lazare-
matic service in Jugo-Slavia sometimes of-
and Bozider Puritch, his successor in the
zame office. Who can tell whether one
canse of the many recent failures of Jugo-
Slav diplomacy may not be the affectation
it has for such a brilllant staff of literary
genjuses!

8ima Panduroviteh, the leader of the
group of the decadents and modernists, is
writing only political articles nowadays. |
Dr. Milan Churchin, the ploneer of free |
verse and of revolutionary modes in con-
temporary poetry, is at present editor of
New EBEurope, Another, Mitrinovitch, whn:
created so great a sensation some years |
ago with his unusual style, dizappeared from |
view during the ‘war somewhere in London, |
and has never sinee returned. Mitrino-
viteh is the Dorothy Arnold of Serbian
letters. Various theories have been put
forward to account for this mysterious dis-
appearance. The best aathenticated one
mentions a certaln Indian rajah who is
sald to be paying the bills while Mitrino-
vitch studies Buddhlsm and Sanskrit.

Jovan Skerlitch, the great intellectual
leader, our literary dictator for Some ten
years previons to the war (he was head
of the department of Serblan Hiera-

ture in Belgrade University), died quite

suddenly in the spring of 1814, We are
tempted to believe that he died at the
right moment, because the war and its
results would have brought him a great
disappointment in the destruction of
all his ideals. It is interesting to con-
template now the enormous influence of
this man upon the younger generation of
Jugo-Slavs, His taste (which favored a
strictly nationalistic literature—literature
“with a purpose,” as opposed to all kinds
of artism, symboli i fentism) and
his ideals in politics (because he was at
the same time also a member of Parlia-
ment)—were sacred law both for his stu-
dents and for a great majority of other
young people all over the present Jugo-
Slavia.
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Of that whole pre-war group of, writers
who had literary value, only Branko La-
garevitch and Madame Isidora Sekulitch
are still writing steadily to-day. Madame
Sekulitch is especially active. She s the
type of the crystallized intellectual, stress-
ing thought more than feeling. A lover
of refined paradox and ecuphonious phras-
ing, she writes essays that always attract
intense interest. If we should attempt to |
find her mate in Ameriean literature, we
could liken her to Amy Lowell—a literary
figure quite similar to that of Madame
Sekulitch.

From the Croatian writers of the same
period, Prince Ivo Voyinoviteh, the writer
of some gpompous odes, cosmopolitan
dramas (such as “Madame With The Sun- |
flower””), and a beautiful, tender historic
trilogy about the Republic of Dubrovaik, |
has also ceased to create, Viadimir Nazor,
a poet of Intensive Dalmatian motifs full
of sunshine, is still writing, but not so often
and not so well. Mirko Korolya, the of-
ficinl Bacchus from the Dalmatian coast,
is still prolific with his rhythmie and cor-
rectly measured expressions of passion,
Dinko Shimunovitch, writer of stories and
novels about the monotonous, quiet, un-|
eventful life of the country, is mostly in- |
teresting for his very beautiful and artistic |
literary landscapes. His style has alw.'lyu'
much of color and of freshness, Ivo
Chipiko, also a writer from Dalmatia,
whose short storles have some touches of
D’Annunzlo’'s early work, has spoken, it
seems, his last words. |

From the group of typical Bosnian and
Herzegovinian writers, only Shantiteh still |
writes more or less credible things |
Shantitch is especially famous as the writer
of g poetic one act play “In the Mist™
which was directed against tne emigration |
to América of Jugo-Slay peasunts, in Bos- |
nia and Herzegovina. Especially popular |
were the verscs beginning: |

“Remain here! The sun of alien skies

Will not shine as this sun shines here. |

Bittér are the crumbs of bread |

There where your own is not,

| ferent style—reversions, as it were, to the

and save the world from economic misery,
from falsehood and hypocrisy— that New
Man who hag been so frequently evoked
by former revolutionary writers. He de-
nies more than he aflirms, Thought
wholly, mercilessly negative, his negativ-
ism is strong, convincing and overpower-
ing. It is not mere cynicism, as in the
case of another contemporary Jugo-Slav
writer, Milosh Crnjansky; but a higher
and more human pessimism which does
uotdmrthupwdhlee:iﬂmd-ulnl

in a short time ran through several edi-
tions. Though written during the war, and
indirectly caused by the war (it was mo-

ing disillusionment, disappointment.
a great monologue, a collection of moment-
ary reflections and analyses, fine “vibra-
tions of the sgul"—nothing more, There
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| is no mention of all that was going on at

that moment everywhere In the world
It i# as if the asuthor had cut himself off
from all worldly things, enclosing him-
self in a few of his blue and tranguil
perspectives, full of longing and expecta-
tion, not willing to see anything further,
eager not to know anything more. The
other things of Andriteh, such as “The Way
of Alya Djerdjeles,” are in a quite dif-

social and psychological novel

Milosh Crninnsky, a Jugo-Slav of Serbi-
an origin, born of an old bureaucratic fam-
itv, somewhere in The Banat, exemplifies
in himself and in his works the degenera-
tion of a particular Jugo-Slav type belong-
ing to a specinl province. His lyric is pale, |
morbid, morose, and prefers momentary |
ecsiasy to deep love and higher under-
standing. Former socialist, former na-
tionalist, former “man of the people” (at
least by party affillation), and former
aristocrat—meeting In his youth disap-
pointments which he had neither sufficient
power nor the necessary herolsm to over- |
come—he is now, especially in his prose, a
steady negation of everything, full of sar-

|casm and cynicism, with feebly accented

expectations of something new and better,
This “new and better” of his is without
any precise definition. It may actually be |
notking at all beyond a phrase, In gen-
eral Crnjansky is one of those writers

There where no brother is” | who are giving more attention to style
Another writer from the same group,|than to content
Petar Kochitch, n writer of politieal satires | Rastko Petroviteh, pseudo-modernist,
on the Austro-Hungarian regime In Bos- | energetically unites In some fifty lines of a
nin, met a tragic death at the end of the | poem, “Perun,” the whole heawy artii.lefy'
war In a sanitarium for the insane in|of old Slavonic pagan gods with alr;-lnm_|

| parish.,

Belgrade. His best known work was a
play “The Badger before the Judge."
Iv.

In view of all this it becomes clear |
that the “young men™ of Jugo-Slavia found
a clear field before them for innovations
and renovation—tendencles moreover that
were not slow In manifesting themselves
once the turmoil of war was over. What
an abyss between our prewar mental siate
and that of Myroslav Krleza, for instance!
Kreeza, a Jugo-Slav from Croatia, does not |
writé for one nation and in the name
of one nation. He is much broader and
more cosmopolitan than that, with wnu-]
ments too deep and oo refined for im- |
prisonment within any one province or|
All his work comes from him |
spontanecusly, sincerely, not with the pre- |
mediation of a program but with the force |
of fresh inspiration. His “Crostian Rhap- |
sody,” which I hope soon to ses !rannlnlad:
into English, through pictures of
purely Croatian setting. glimpses into the |
whole world and the present confliet of

Eives,

ideas which has thrown our world into a
mad whirl, Krleza's style s explosive and
as dazzling as a flashlight. His literary
eredo 5 If we may use such a parndox
doubt in that New Man, who is to come

policemen, benzo] and healthy red cheeked |
peasant girle. He and *his gang™ call this
“new revolutlonarism™ or “dynamism” in |
poetry. Gustav Krioc is a poet very |
much under the influence of contemporary |
German lyricists, above all of B. M. Rilke. |
He Is a poet with a certain Jdistinet and
well formed style, but without great gre- |
tensions or sweeping gesture. His at- |
tempt to write for the heater was not suc-
cessful.  Stanislav  Vinaver a great
jester, He does not mean serjously all
that he says Tt I8 charged that he Is too
thirsty for international reputation, 1/

is

hope that this time his dear wish is some-
what eatisfied.

It was quite natural that the older and
more conservative writers should, at the
first appearance of these tendencies, begin

a ferocious campaign against the new
ideas.
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William McFee
asthor of “Aliens” “Caswals of the
Sea,” elc.

“It is a book that stands
out, even n a season that
has brought forth a dozen
or so of extraordinary
novels. It has all the
qualities that marked
McFee’s “Casuals of the
Sea” and his earlier work,
plus something of its own.
. . . It is unqualifi dly a

big book.”
—New York Herald.
At all booksiores, $1.90.
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO.
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In the ‘Days of
Poor Richard

By Irvinc BacreLLEs

A book that will be read over the
k-pidbnﬂof&rknd.nud
andpekmaba:o-evdnd
friendly human bemgs in his hands,
full of humor and laughter and

‘la”mvduﬁtﬂrmkof

living, wnderstandable and lovable.
—Hildegarde Hawthorne in N. Y. HERALD

At All Booksellers
THE BOBBSMERRILL COMPANY. Publishers

. Steward Edward
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White's

! New book,

li Daniel Boone, Wilderness Scout,

| is a splendidly human, exciting story

| of the Indians, the old frontier,

‘ and the revolution.

1 £1.75 af Bookskops
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO
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and How to Use It.

practical explanation of what the
dey life is.

E. P. DUTTON & CO.

RUTH HALE says: “Events may prove it to be as important a book as the first
by Sigmund Freud.”

Our Unconscious Mind

It should be read by every one interested In Autosuggestion. Very simply
and clearly he describes the work of Coue and Baudouin in secking to
acquire power to direct the activities of the Unconscious: discusses some
of the extreme claims made for A

Al any bookstore ($3.00, pmrcgé extra) or direct from
681 Fifth Ave.

By FREDERICK PIERCE

~stion; and continucs with a very
right method of its application to every-
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